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AKGUMENT: 


IHE following Pages contain the genuine 
Reflections of the Author, not only on the Sub- 
ject of the CHAPTER, but alſo on a Pam- 
phlet, London printed, and Dublin re- printed, 

b P. Wocan, No. 23, on the Old-bridge, in 
Which Pamphlet is a Diſcourſe on Religious Iuno- 
vntion, pronounced by the Rev. W. B. K x, 


at his Excellency's the Neopolitan Ambaſſador's 


Chapel, the 20th day of March, 1786. And 
alſo a Letter to his Friend in Galway, dated 
June the 19th, 1787, giving his Reaſons for 
quitting the Roman Catholic Church. 2 


c The Quotations are literal extracts from 
Mr. K x's Diſcourſe on Religious Innovations, 

and alſo from his Letter to his Friend in Galway. 
If therefore, the Verſification poſſeſſes any merit, 
it muſt be aſcribed to that Luminous Phenome- 
non, who, tho' born in this Country, © with whom 
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Great Pulpit Drum Eccleſiaſtic, 3 92 
Who left thy Beads and life monaſtic, 
9 To thump wich fiſt of independence, 
'l Whilſt beaus and biſhops dance attendance. 


Us K N OWING either, and to both un- 
e 

An individual, fearleſs and alone, 
1 lift the Gauntlet, in full Chapter thrown 


By THEE, O! K---- 7, with ſatanic grace, 
Into thy friend, the Lord Archbiſhop's face. 
5 Now; 
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Now, tho' each murky vice within thy charge, 
Held the dominion of his ſoul at large, 


Was it for thee - ungrateful, to extend 


* N | f 
The line of cenſure on thy only friend? 


What Votes—what Chapte rs—ftrew'd thy mon- 
kiſh way ? 
Except amongſt the Nuns—thy freedom lay. 


—1 couldit thou lift then thy ungracious feet 


| aint Him whoſe bounty rais d thee to that ſeat 2 


Even HasTiNGs, tho an enemy to rbyme, 
Took ſpecial care you ſhould not loſe your time.“ 
Th' Archbiſhop mark'd you with an eagle 8 Fs 
On his ſtrong pinions taught the wren to fly, 


Andgave to words what worth alone ſhould buy 


| His Grace, when Hoath's fair prebend he beſtow” d. 


Set up the landmark of ingratirde ; ; 


| : For 


_* Vide the Retort Curtcous, lately ſent to the A d— 


of Dublin. 
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EC 8-4 
For this beneath th'oſtentatious © glare, 
« Of lib'ral ſentiment,” you loudly tear 
Your benefactors dignity and name, 
Abuſe his favors, and aſperſe his fame; 
And in the blackefi tints, have coarſly dreſt, 
Each venaal foible of thi lean breaſt. 
For, of a Prelate ſay the moſt you can, 
He's neither more nor leſs than—mortal man. 
And tho?, to ſerve his family and friends, 
By partial means he gain'd as partial ends + 
We muſt allow ſuch actions and ſuch thoughts, 


Faults in the groſs—but not the groſſeſt faults. 


Forgive the pun, Great Preacher, and correct 
The lit ral errors, for you'll ne'er detect 


A ſingle falſehood in theſe humble lines, 


Where Truth and Nature, tho' not Genius, ſhines, 


J write 


163 
I write to pleaſe myſelf— perhaps, the town ; ; 


I fear no mitre—and' I wear no gown ; 
The pulling off atleaſt, of which, can make 
A greater diff rence than 'tween ſleep and wake. 


No Terror, Kn, marks thy brow for bar, 
T boldly lift che voice of Truth to anz! 


If nn be He!—but O how fn bow chang'd!* 


From Him, for whom St. Peter's pews were rang d 
In ſhining circles of the great and fair— 
Who, for. 17 preaching had dupeng' d with prayer. 


As Afor—O rator—T own thy pow'r, 
And feel the tranſport of the pafſing hour; 


| Declaiming, K—x, | is thy ſtrongeſt forte, 


In Church—at Chapter—and (tho! late) at Curt: 
At Declamation, Thou ar't great, indeed, 


Either, it ſeems, for, or againſt—thy creed ; 


That 


* Yide Milton's Paradiſe Loft. 
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That Creed, for ſeventeen centuries rever d, 


Which of thy warm profeſſions ſhall we b/lieve? 


Or which Archbiſhop did you beſt deceive ? 


How groſsly dig you daub the Mother Church, 


And then, as baſely, left ker in the lurch. 


Say as it diſappointment, pique, or whym, 


That made you amputate ſo ſtout a limb? 


Or was it Anthony's temptation came, 


Fyopria perſona, to put out the flame 


Of holy zeal, that had inſpir'd thy tongue, 
T o vindicate the Church from every wrong ? 
Thy veneration was ſo very warm, 
That it admitted not the leaft reform ; 
But, like a hungry connoiſſeur, could trace 
Thro' age and error, the primeval grace ; 
The tints original of Chriſtian paint, 
And genuine guſto of each maſter ſaint. 
But, 
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But, for a while, I wave both rhyme and reaſon, 


For this, your barefac'd apoſtolic treaſon. 


e . ocans.4 


And call you, KN, to the pointed charge, 

By naked truth—exhibited at large; 

Tho! not before the general election, 

That hinted per'od, when a cloſe connexion 

"Tween Luke and Nich las ſhould, by bigh direc- 

tion, 

Unite at once thy int'reſt and thy vote 

And ſhew how turning had improv d thy coat. 
The Archbiſhop promis'd, if we take your word, 

A thing impoſſible, as twas abſurd; 

For, how could he delib'rate upon giving 


St. Luke's to zhee, and the incumbent living? 


Or could the Archdeacon tell him to a day, 


When poor old PHILLIPS ſhould lay down his 
_y : 
The 


5 
The words you wrote muſt have Dk him 
dead 
Or was his Grace t have knock d him on the head, 
And made a preſent of i pariſh dues, 
To feed thy av'rice, and fill the pews * 
Of churches, at the courtly end of town, 
Where 10 plebean hearers could ſit down. 
But grant, you did not literally mean 
The words, which in the newipapei are ſeen ; 
I only anſwer them, to ſhew you, Sir, 
How indigeſted anger courts a flu n 
Of ſuch abſurdity the lines were full 
Witts call'd the 725 ll Pope K - . 's bull. 


So when Lunardy and bis Cat came oma, 
From their excurſion i in the air balloon, 
The cloud-capt travellers were forc'd to hire 
A good intelligent well-ſ poken fryar, 
; To 


So lately added a third wing to Fame ; 


(4 }- 

Te o read in black and white, and then expound 
Their various feelings between ſky and ground 
To ev'ry gaping Cokney who was willing 


— 


To ſee the brute and give a ſplended ſhilling,* 


But to return each pariſh thought its * 


Of ample frequent - banefactions ſure; 


But how eould the pariſhoners expect 

That taſte, like theirs, a gal ry could errebt, 
Where thy fair auditors could flirt the fan, 
In admiration of the charming man: 

Of whoſe beſt mm tho? indeed, divine; - 
They ſeldom carry'd home. —a fingle line: 
The fair ones fl d with rapture and ſurprize, 


Saw with their cars, and liſten d with their eyes: 


Mis great Philanth ropiſt! whoſ e trible name, 


e 


The explanation of the Above Note, in our next. 


A 
Hew couldſt thou ſo inhumanly forſake, 
A ſhivring fluck, and yet their wool partake; 
80 cloſely ſhorn, to bring an offering due 


To ſuch a Paſtor, as they imag'd you. 


Without an Al tar, or a ſacred dome, 


Tho,” by-the-bye, that Altar ſmacks of Rome, 


Three of thy Sermons could with eaſe have built 
A pariſh church, and all its cherubs—gilt. 
IIl-fated pariſh, that thou didſt not ſhare, 
The ſoſten'd breezes of politer air. _— | 
Dead to the joys of preaching amongſt you, 
To Bath the hippiſh Prebendary flew, 
There—dreaming at Preferment's golden door 
He ſaw a viſionary—Sinecure. 
But ſoon, the ariel fabric tumbling down, 


Impreſs'd his brows with an unalter'd frown ; 


C Liks 


(42). | 

Like too black clouds they met, and ſhew'd be- 

tween, „ 
A gathering tempeſt of impregnate ſpleen. 
Fatigued with eroſſing diſappointment's bay; 
Dumb —inacceſſable—a while he lay; 
Too weak to preach—too violent to pray. 
Till, in full Chapter, all his ſoul pour d out, 
Juſt like the breaking of a water-ſpout. 
Vindictive rage, and fork d ſarcaſm hung 
With reckleſs venom, on his deſp'rate tongue. 
Ingratitude \—of all black crimes the worſt, 
On Heaven's juſt records; and, indeed, the firſt; 
A double portion, both of pence and power, - 


| Repaid his coming—at the eleventh hour. 


 Ungrateful K x, how couldſt thou forget, 
(Or if rememb' ring) how repay the debt. 


Like Milton, to compare great things with ſmall, 


As did the Archangel, previous to his fall. 


Poor 


FF 1 
Poor Pros liv'd, juſt long enough to prove 
His would-be ſucceſſor's abundant love: 
And tho? th Archbiſhop may have faults enow, 
le acted, K, as he ought—toward you. 


I know him not; nor ever ſaw his face: 

Ye t, from my Soul, I venerate his Grace, 

| For not beſtowing, on demand at leaſt, 

'Th' inceſſant cravings of a haughty Prieft. 

Who, tho his tongue was fed with dew ſrom 
Heav*n, | 

Sour'd the rich Manna with Ambition's Leaven. 


Ves, K N, anſwer to that charge; or own, 
That for Ingratitude—you ſtand alone. 
But, how could our Church Dignitaries hope 
That filial reverence, which you owe the Pope. 
Yes, owe him, K x; for the Vows you made, " | 


In ſpite of all the * glittering parade,” 


In 


5 4 1 


In which you dreſs Deſertion's recreant form ; 


The Vows you made, were broke while they were 
*** 
« The aweful hour of Ordination ſure,” 
That faw you proftrate on the ſacred floor, 
Beheld the ſolemn Vows you made, to keep 
« Your Flock in ſafety, and preſerve your Sheep” 
From Wolves in fleece, and every other harm, 


By ſounding loud — the Trumpet of alarm” 


« 'The guide of ſome—reſpouſible—for all, 
& The Truth in-danger,” was the Shepherd's call, 


Are not the words your own, theſe verſes quote? 


They muſt, indeed, for they re divinely wrote. 


As a poor ſcribbler, I confeſs the itch, 
And with thy language will my own ęnrich- 


Thy Sermon lyes before me, to inſpire 
Religious fervor and poetic fire, 


The 


1 131 


The See of Rome has loſt a friend in you, | 
As fierce as broadfac'd Henry—and as true. 
For, ſixteen months before that period came, 
That ſaw your ingreſs to ne F aith and Fame, 
How did the thunder of your words enforce, 
The Romiſh Faith, and trace its lineal courſe, 
Thro' ſeventeen centuries, direct and clear, 

« Old as the Goſpel, and as Truth e 
„What mark d and pointed reprobation hung” 
On every ſlowing period of thy tongue, 

Againſt the *ſcribbling wretch” whodare preſume, 


Jo break the © Wall that ſep'rates us from Rome.” 


That levell'd Wall belongs to a Divine, * 
Juſtly ſo call'd, whoſe breaſt is Mercy's ſhrine ; 
Whoſe ſteady Faith, admits him not to feel, 
The ſhort-liv'd fallies of intemp'rate Zeal, 

COS Infali- 


7 The Rev. Mr. O'Leary, 


I — — — 


| 16 | 


He gives, and worſhips Him on Reaſon's throne: 
But litera] Chriſtians who, like him can 1 fee, 


A Brother's features in an Enemy 5 
May live and die good Catholics, 't is true, 


© 

20 
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And f go to Heaven—but ne'er can equal you. 


The Monſter, call'd Religious Innovation, 
You drag'd before the aſſembl'd congregation ; 
By thee the Monſter was a victim made, 
ce Tho' hatch'd within the SanQuary's ſhade.” 
Licentious Teachers and falſe Brethren” ſaw 
The Church's EPA En and were ſtruck with ave. 
Thy warning voice was like 2 a trumpet heard, | 


The boary doctrines of che church to guard, 


To 
$ Vide. O'Leary's Tract on Religion. 


(. 27-3 

To find the © Serpents that in Altars lay,” 
And drag Religious Treaſon into day. . 
Thy voice re- echo d thro? the ſacred dome 
With exclamations in defence of. Rome, f | 
In words like theſe, —* Unnatural children ceaſe 
To wound a venerable parent's peace.” 
Ungrateful—children to attempt | fuch things, 
„ Fed with her milk, and ſhelter d with her 

wings.” 1 
Your parent's peace was not tbo dearly bought 
With faith implicit, tho? it muffles thought; 
Submiſſion abſolute, and fond reſpeR, 7 
That ſhades or ſanQifies her worſt defect. 
The Church's age ſhould its excuſes bring, 
« And make deſcriptitude a ſacred thing.” 


| Are 
TAlluding to the day he preached the Sermon on Innovation. 
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1 
Are theſe thy metaphors? Dear Sir, —if not, 
Refute each falſe quotation with a blot: 

But if they be how could your fingers bend 

To write, that Letter to your Galway friend ? 

In which you mention, like a ſecond wife, 

The day which form'd « that era in your life” 
That left your aged Parent in the lurch, 

And gave your tongue to the eſtabliſh'd Church. 


When Doctor HasTINGs, whoſe intrinſic * 
« Attention and politeneſs” you ſet forth, 
Paſs'd you thro' all the forms of recantation, 
Which ſaves, it ſeems, a ſecond ordination, 
You alſo ſay, that in © the ſtep you've taken” 
&« No ſyſtem in peculiar you've forſaken.” 
If fo, Dear Sir, your Sermon muſt have been 


The mere effects of literary ſpleen, 


Againſt 


[19] 
Againſt ſome Monk, whoſe co-religious art 
Of thy intentions, might have got the ſtart. 
No other abs; or at leaſt 0 better, 
Can be aſſign'd for Sermon ot for Letter. | 
One paſſage there, good Sir, I much diſlike; 
Which (in my poor opinion) ſeems to ſtrike 


At Revelation, in the literal fenſe; 


That clothes our Faith with heavenly excelleace; 


You ſay—you © 8 ge Chriſtianity,” | 
* On cool deliberating thought to be,” 

« An inſtitution praQtic,” and defign'd 

| To regutate the niorals of mankind; 

And Be Religion's Life-guard in the mind. 


The Goſpel infl'nee may all Chriſtians feel; | 


With bumble love and unaffedted zeal; 


D 


(SY) 
But to-enviſage the redeeming word 
In any © meaſure,” but as Chriſt the Lord, 
If not quite blaſphemous—is quite abſurd. 


And to place Faith im philoſophic view, 
Remains, J hope, Dear Sir, alone with you; 
Whoſe Sermon, Letter, Actions, all reveal, 
How near Apoſtacy's ally d to Zeal; 

Who vas more zealouſly attach'd to form 


Than you? who now, with <lib'ral rapture” 


warm 411 | T3. . 
Look forward to the glorious period, when“ 
f Immers d from bigotry, the ſons of men, 
i Shall break the © myſtic fetters” they have work, 


And treat thoſe *hoary" ſentiments with ſcorn; ; 


Which 70. ſo lately charg'd has to revere, : 
And hold for ever—and for ever—dear. 


« Fathers 


(21 J 


Fathers Apoſtles Doctors and Divines,” 
Can you believe that KN pen'd thoſe lines? 
K —N, who ſet his countenance like flint. 
Whoſe Innovation Sermon — walks in print. 
Where, in each line, by force prophetic led, 
He mark'd the out-line he was doom'd to tread, 
Yes, he has trod ſuch ſteps as feed the ſneer 
Of every little “ dreaming pamphleteer.“ 


x in one particular alone 

You aQed quite conſiſtently I own; 

Your Reformation did not come by halves, 

Like Jeroboam and the golden Calves. 

Whether allur'd by thirſt of fame or gold, 

When you deſign d to climb into our fold; 

Like Milton's hero you o'er leap'd all bounds, 
Between the Pope's and the Archbiſhop's grounds, 


| Indeed 


L 2 

Indeed, no titulary Saint or Lord, 

Jo worth like thine could give a due reward ;? 
Tis nat'ral therefore to ſuppoſe the bait, 
Which Fancy hook'd thee with, indeed was great. 
Our Church deſirous of thy powerful tongue, 
Lawn ſleeves and mitres in perſpective hung. 
Ambition ſaw th'aſpiring wiſhes roll,” 
On its on ocean—and Harpoon d thy ſoul, 


But at that Chapter, where St. Par IGK 
band, 5 580 694 
To ſee Decorum by a Prebend cruſh'd ; 
At that ſad Chapter, where your def) Pte tongue 
Wich all the fangs of diſappointment hung, 
' Gave way to violence, and ſpoke Sec 8 
Pf our Church dignities; as ſham d the Devil. 


* 


To 


( 23 J 
To fave yourſelf and government a crime, 
Amidft the ſtorm, you broach'd one truth in time 
That of all tyrants with whjch earth was curſt, 
An Eceleſiaſtic Tyrant—is the worſt,”* 
Thus Heaven in mercy to thy flock and thee, 
Has barr'd thy eur rance to a biſhop's See: 
A ſullen ſatellite thou muſt remain, 
A moving fire, in the Archbiſhop's train, 

PATT. PINDAR. 
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Mr. E——x's own words at the Chapter held i 
R pter held lately in 
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